CHAPTER XV
GOOD-BYE  TO   CHINA
TASHKURGAN, our next objective, was near. We
scrambled down the Valley of Stones. It narrowed
to a gorge where there was no room except for the
torrent. The animals jumped from one mound to the next
and if no bones got broken, withers were certainly wrung.
Each one had his load placed on a carapace of straw covered
with a strip of woollen stuif. In outline, this pack-saddle was
like a longish head-wreath or a horizontal horseshoe, only
rather narrow across. It might be thought that after so many
centuries the caravaneers had found it the most practicable
thing of the kind for the mountains. And yet I wondered.
For day after day Satar had to groove out the front part.
The animals' withers were all raw flesh. And for the twenty-
five days we were on the road their sores, which were as big
as plates, grew deeper and deeper and the air stank where
they passed.
We reached the bottom of the valley and then, in another
wider valley, called the Sarikol or Taghdumbash Pamir,*
which was about 10,000 feet up, we came to the bank of a
powerful river. This was an affluent of the Yarkand Darya.
Tashkurgan.
The region was dominated by the embattled walls of
* In the language of the country a "pamir" means a pasture-ground, an
"alp" as they call it in Switzerland. The name came to be applied to the
mountains just as we use the word "Alps" in Europe. It must not be
imagined that there are real tablelands on the "Roof of the World", as the
Pamir region is called.
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